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The bawl of a steer to a cowboy's ear 
is music of sweetest strain; 
and the helping notes of the wild coyotes 
to him are a glad refrain 





AND HIS JOLLY SONG SPEEDS HIM ALONG 
AS HE THINKS OF HIS LITTLE GAL 
WITH GOLDEN HAIR WHO IS WAITING THERE 
AT THE BARS OF THE HOME CORRAL. 



FOR A KINGLY CROWN IN THE NOISY TOWN 
HIS SADDLE HE WOULDN'T CHANGE; 
NO LIFE SO FREE AS THE LIFE WE SEE 
'WAY OUT ON THE YASO RANGE. _-. 




smmm 



By Zane Grey 



For nearly a score of years, a 
mysterious wanderer has haunted 
the mountain tracks and lonely 
settlements of colorado. .. 



...AFIGURE ON WHOSE TRAILDEATH _J| 
RIDES ON FLAMING DISASTER.. 
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... ALWAYS ON, TO HIS NEXT RENDEZVOUS WITH 
MEN WHO ARE ABOUT TO DIE . . . 



YET, UNHARMED, THE MAN WITH THE 
BURNING EYES, WHO CALLS HIMSELF 
BENT WADE, RIDES ON... 





...AND THROUGH THAT FAR-FLUNG WILDERNESS THE 
APPROACH OF AN UNKNOWN RIDER BRINGS CNE 

DREADED NAME TO MIND "WADE' WILL IT 

8E BENT WADE?' 



One night, near sundown, a lone rider 
picks his way down to a mining camp, 
oeep in a mountain gulch . 



Nobody in the crowded saloon notices the entrance 
of THE newcomer . - 




> ) Y t(^- AND HIHT^ /^CURSE IT f 

/ J €>***>< LWITH ITf V 'iMIGHTHAV 

% / S^-5 W, ^ 1 KNOWN- 




The room rocks to gunfire... bullets cut 
wade's clothing, but fail to stop his 
cool retreat. 





One wild shot detonates a stock of 
caps and blasting powder across 

the street. . . 



Like the crash of doom the blast hurls 
every man to the floor . . . 




(THE GROUND S MOVING ) LOOSENED BY THE JAR OF THE DYNAMITE 

UNDER USf ^-s BLAST, THE WHOLE FLANK OF THE MOUNTAIN 

BREAKS AWAY... 




Bent wade has gone. . . but the chai 
calamity that he brought continues 




AFEW NIGHTS LATER, DISTANT UGHTNINGGLOWS 
ABOVE WADE'S LONELY TRAII 





The muttering thunder f 
an echo in the moaning of a 
restless trail herd. 



.and the short tempers of sleepless cow 
ngT^MBTwhoSSI 





Twenty years ago, i came from Missouri 
with a lovely youn6 wife to make a 
home in kansas » 
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"We stoppeo at dodge city where lucy's 
brother, spencer bain.ran a hotel? 





BAIN HAD A GAMBLING PARO NAMED CAP FOLSOM.. 
AND MORE THAN ONCE I WATCHED THE PAIR OF 
THEM FLEECE A STRANGER AT CARDS. 



Lucy thought the world of her brother 
..so much that she was bund to his 
crooked nature? 




ONE DAY I COULDN'T STAND IT ANY LONGER. 

AND I CALLED HIM 



Itendedin A FIGHT 





* I CLEARED OUT NEXT DAY TO LOOK FOR A JOB 
AND A HOME AWAY FROM LUCY'S RELATIVES. 







"Nobody was hurt, but ujcy blameo me for 
stirring up trouble f " 



"During one of my long absences 
from dodge city, my little 
daughter was born- but mean- 
while, bain had poisoned lucy's 

MIND AGAINST ME f , , 



Suspecting the worst, i 
trailed carey and my 

WIFE 




"I COULDN'T FACE LUCY RIGHT THEN? 1 COULDN'T "AlLTHE DEVILS OF DESPAIR AND REVENGE RODE 
FACE MY OWN CONSCIENCE? WITH ME AS I HEADER FOR DODGE CITY... 




The thunder in the skt is echoed by the 
fthat lightning"! sudden thunder of countless hoofs . . 

wWILL SPOOK 
[THE CATTLE^ _ 




/^THE CHUCK WAGON^ 
I OUR ONLY CHANCE , 
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iTHEY'RE HEADING/ 
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The wagon's crash is lost in the roar of that 
living avalanche. .. 



Li fe is a weaver, bringing far-flung 

threads together. ..see? upon his 

busy loom our pattern grows. . . 

tragic or comical, beauteous or 

TERRI8LE.OR dull and PLAIN. . . 




/COLLIE? C'MHEREf *) (^7J 
U'VE GOT GREAT NEWSfi > Y' 
^— — - , , ' ^C 




Next morning 




(THAT'S MY HORSE - 
AND I DON'T AIM 
TO HAVE ANYBODY 
TEACH HIM THAT 
MAKES HIS MOUTH 
BLEED--- BUSTER 
, JACK 




GET THE LIGHT WAGON, 
BOYS— AND A MATTRESS 
FROM THE HOUSE f YOU'RE 
TAKING WILS TO THE 
DOCTOR AT KREMMLING 
HURRY 




The shuttle flashes, and each 
separate strand is bound 
forever in the weaver's 

WEB ... 



On THE DAY OF WILS MOORE'S shooting, bent 
WADE'S LONG QUEST BRINGS H 
CREEK . 




BOYS, NOW THAT BENT 
WADE IS HERE TO SEE 
NOBODY JUMPS OUR 
CLAIMS, WE CAN TAKE 
ATRIP TO TOWN AND 
(BANK OUR GOLD DUST 





/"WADE, YOU'D BETTER "\ f~NO, ROCHE- 
1 SEARCH ALLOFUS--,/ — ' SEARCH WOULD ' 
RIGHT NOW f /— -ft ONLY FEED SUSPICIONS^ 
NSTEAD OF ALLAYING 
AND THAT MIGHT 
MEAN MORE SHOOTING?) 




Cl HAD A QUEER FEELING, GENTS— ^ 
f THAT I MIGHT NOT HAVE ANOTHER 

CHANCE TO ASK YOU-- IF YOU'VE 
I EVER HEARD OF SUCH A 

, FOUNDLING CHILD 



I HAVEN'T—THAT'S A 
TERRIBLE STORY, BENT ■ 
WADE— AND I RECKON WE'LL ALL^ 
BE GLAD WHEN WE REACH THE END 
OF THE STAGE LINE WITH OUR GOLD j 
TOMORROW ! NOW, LET'S GET OUR y 
SHOVELS, AND PLANT KLINGER? 




-M'VEGOTAQUEER HUNCH' ^ ' 

iMEBBE I SHOULD HAVE TOLD ) 

VEM ABOUT THE STRANGE -f 



tEH ABOUT THE STRANGE -f 
TRACKS I FOUND UNDER THE ~"\ 
^CABIN WINDOW THIS MORNING— > 



r I'M GOING TO FOLLOW ~\ 
f THAT STAGE, SO IF ANYTHING > 
^V. DOES HAPPEN I 




( I KNEW IT? GUNFIRE AHEAD'J JTmESBE I CAN EVEN^ 
i' T .STHE LUCK THAT DOGS J ^i THE ODDS ,— ' 




'.WHITESLIDES RANCH ? IT'S ^M 
I SURE A FINE LOOKING PLACE, 
V IN A WONDERFUL COUNTRY 



tTHEY SAY NO MAN COULD ASK FOR A ^ 
(BETTER BOSS THAN BILL BELLOUNDS-- 
L BUT H IS SON IS A SCAPEGRACE -HE'S J 
f GOTAGROWNUP DAUGHTER, TOO? J-^ 




'JUSTAMINUTE.SON 
YOU'RE FOREMAN, BUT 
I'M STILL OWNER OF 
WHITESLIDES--AND I'M 
HIRING 8ENTWADE — 
I'M NOT SUPERSTITIOUS, 
AND I LIKE HIS STYLE 



I'M SORRY HE INSULTED YOU, WADEfA 
JACK'S GOTAWILD.VIOLE NT STREAM 
THAT I'M HOPING HE'LL OUTGROW--^ 
M AYBE AFTER HE'S MARRIED-^ /*^^ 

J'x UNDERSTAND?^ -^ 

/ BE LLOUNDS- THERE'S AN\ 
/ OLD SAYING-" INSULTS ARE J 
AIMED LOW-- THEY DON'T A 
\ HITYOU UNLESS YOU'RE ] 




I'LL SEND COLUMBINE RIGHT 
OVER WITH THE THINGS 
YOU'LL NEED' AND REMEMBER, 
WADE— YOU TAKE ORDERS 
FROM ME, NOT FROM MY SON- 
BUT IF JACK TROMPS ON 
YOUR TOES, TRY TO BE 
^ PATIENT r r 



^\ /Treckon old bill BELLOUNdIPi A sound fromt 

£. Lis AS FINE AS THEY MAKE 'EM --) HOUSE ROUSES V 

3ER/, '.EVEN IF HIS SON IS A MEAN < HIS THOUGHTS. 




I MEANITf AND 1 HAD TO 
TELL YOU. WILS-- BUT I'M 
GOING TO MARRY JACK 
BELLOUNDS, ALL THE 
SAME! IFI DIDN'T.IT 
WOULD BREAK DAD'S 
HEART- -AND I OWE 
DAD ALL THAT I 
HAVE ANDAM<y 




<f. AND AS FOR THE "WHY " OF 
MY TRAILING YOU— I'VE BEEN 
WANTING TO ASK IF YOU EVER 
HEARD HOW COLUMBINE 
CAME TO BE ADOPTED 
BY 6ELLOUNDS ? 





/THESE STEERSAREIN 
PRIME SHAPE' HAVE 
YOU GOT MONEY FOR 

IjHEMWlTH YOU, 

TSMITH? 




/ WE PAY AFTER WE'VE SOT RID OF 
THE CRITTERS * IF YOU'RE BACK 
THIS OLD PROSPECTOR'S CABIN AT 
NOON A WEEK FROM TODAY, YOU 
CAN COLLECT WHAT'S COMING TO ) 
fOu.BELLOUNDS' WE'LL BRIN 
A JUG AND A PACK 0' CARDS 

V ALONG, TOO' 




/It's capfolsom' 
( after twenty years' 

n KNEWOUR TRAIL" 
( WOULD CROSS" 




After three days 




On WEONESDAY.COLUES 

day begins as u8ual... 

/"poor fox ' jack" 
/ chained you up again- 
( i wondered why you 
tcome for your 

REAKFASTf 





HOW? 8Y FOLLOWING THE TRAIL OF 
THIS WHELP. BELLOUNDS? HE NAILED 
A CROOKED HORSE SHOE ON HIS PONY, 
TO MAKE IT LOOK LIKE WILS MOORE 
HAD DRIVEN THOSE STEERS UP HERE 
TO YOU — ANOTHENHESETTHE 
V^SHERIFFONYOUR TRAIL? 




CAREFUL CAP '. I DON'T 
AIM TO KILL YOU UNLESS 
YOU MAKE ME f SHERIFF 
BURLEY'S DUE HERE ANY 
MINUTE 
YOU IN- 





\y v^si* rf- 




His eyes are bright and his heart is light 

fAS THE SMOKE OF HIS CIGARETTE; 
) THERE'S NEVER A CARE FOR HIS SOUL TO BEAR, 
NO TROUBLE TO MAKE HIM FRET. 



The rapid beat of his bronco's feet 
on the sod as he speeds along 
keeps living time to the ringing rhyme 
of his rollicking cowboy song. 





HIKE IT, COWBOYS, FOR THE RANGE AWAY 
ON THE BACK OF A BRONC OF STEEL, 
WITH CARELESS FLIRT OF THE RAWHIDE QUIRT 
AND THE DIG OF A ROWELED HEEL. 




The winds may howl and the thunder growl, 

or the breezes lowly moan; 

a cowboy's life is a royal life, 

his saddle his kingly throne. t r ^4^ i 




Where the Pecos River winds ond turns in us journey to the seo, 
From ts white walls of sand and rock striving ever to be free, 
Near the highest railroad bridge that all these modern times have 

Dwells fair young Patty Morehead, the Pecos River queen. 

She is known by every cowboy on the Pecos River wide; 

They know full well that she can shoot, that she can rope and ride. 

She goes out to every roundup, every cow work without tail. 

Looking out for her cattle, branded walking hog on rail. 

She made her start with cattle, yes, mode it with a rope; 

Can tie down every maverick before it can strike a lope 

She con rope and tie and brand it as quick as any man; 

She's voted by all cowboys an A- 1 top cowhand. , ... . 

Across the Comstock railroad bridge, the highest in the West, 

Patty rode her horse one day, a lover's heart to test; 

For he told her he would gladly risk oil dangers for her sake— 

But the puncher wouldn't follow, so she's still without a mate. 



